
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Sunset in Bali
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Chapter One – Arrivals and Memories
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The plane touched down on Bali’s sun-drenched runway, and as Maya stepped out into the humid, fragrant air, memories she had long tried to bury rose like tidewater in her chest. It had been five years since she last set foot on this island, five years since the last time she had seen Adrian—and five years since their lives had splintered in a way neither of them had expected.

The taxi ride from the airport was a blur of emerald rice paddies, winding roads, and the distant crash of surf against rocky cliffs. Maya stared out the window, gripping her bag tightly. Bali was still as breathtaking as she remembered, yet now every sunset and every warm breeze carried the weight of nostalgia.

She had returned for the conference—a mix of work obligations and the faint hope of distraction—but the moment she had booked the ticket, she knew that coming here meant stepping back into a past she had never fully escaped. And inevitably, that past included Adrian.

When she arrived at the villa, it was everything she had hoped and feared. Open-air architecture, fragrant gardens, and a view of the ocean that stretched into molten gold at sunset. And there, leaning casually against the terrace railing, was him.

Adrian. His hair slightly longer, a tan from years of working in the tropics, but that same quiet, commanding presence that had always made Maya’s heart skip. Their eyes met across the sunlit expanse, and for a moment, the world contracted. Five years of silence, five years of unspoken regrets, five years of what-ifs all hovered in that look.

“Hello, Maya,” he said finally, his voice low but steady, carrying a warmth she had missed more than she had admitted to herself.

“Adrian,” she replied, the word tasting like both longing and pain.

The sunset painted the sky in shades of pink and gold, casting a glow over them that made the air between them feel charged, fragile, and impossibly alive. It was beautiful, it was bittersweet, and for the first time in years, Maya wondered if some things lost to time could ever truly be found again.
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Chapter Two – Echoes of the Past
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The evening breeze carried the scent of frangipani and salt from the ocean as Maya unpacked her bag, each movement deliberate to keep her hands from trembling. Adrian watched quietly from the terrace, a faint, unreadable expression on his face. The years had changed them both, but the weight of their shared history was still palpable.

“I didn’t expect you back so soon,” Adrian said finally, his voice low and even, though there was a tension in it she recognized.
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